for bread in our present old age. We do not live long enough—
immenso [starting] What! Are you on this Back-to-Methuselah
tack too? Has all this been the craze of my brothers-in-law at
second hand?
mrs etteen. Oh, very manly man that you are, it does not
occur to you that Franklyn Barnabas may have had this from me.
Did he ever speak of it before he met me?
immenso. Now that you mention it, no. But it began with
Conrad; and you certainly did not work in his laboratory.
mrs etteen. Conrad never saw the scope of his idea any more
than Weismann, from whom he got it. He saw how it affected
science: he knew that he had to die when he was just beginning
to discover what science really is, and had just found out that the
experience of people who die at seventy is only a string of the
mistakes of immaturity. He had the skeleton of the great faith;
but it was Franklyn who put the flesh on it. And it was I, the
woman, who made that flesh for him out of my own. That is my
relation to Franklyn. That is what Clara would call the intrigue
between us.
immenso [ gravely] She should call it the tragedy of the man
who does not trust his wife. He should tell Clara.
mrs etteen. He tells her everything she can understand. If he
tries to tell her more it is thrown back in his face like a blow. She
is jealous of me; and with good reason.
immenso. But why should he not explain to her the nature of
his interest in you, or rather of your common interest in the great
faith, as you call it? It is perfectly innocent.
mrs etteen. Will you go home and tell your wife that you
find me a very interesting person, and that though you began
by keeping at the other end of the room, you have been sitting
almost in my lap for the last five minutes?
IMMENSO [springs up with an inarticulate exclamation. Then,
with Johnsonian courtesy] I beg your pardon, Mrs Etteen. [He is
about to sit down again further from Aery but corrects himself \ and
sits scrupulously as close to her as before].
mrs etteen. Have I won your interest fairly or have I not?
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